THE BARLEY FIELD

DORSET COAST                                        EARLY  BRONZE AGE

FOR   ISOBEL  POWYS

THE man, Three-Red, stood at the top of his field
and looked down. He had dug every inch of it him-
self on the days the Chief had blessed for them; he
had not once looked over his left shoulder. His wife
had sown the seed with him, saying nothing except
the appointed words from sunrise to sunset. He had
given the Chief half a deer and a woven basket and
two pots of honey to keep away the white devils that
scatter stones that are no use on the hillside, and send
little grubs to eat the seed corn. But even so, his
barley was coming up unevenly with great patches
of bad bare ground that grew nothing at all, like an
old man's head.

The fields at his two sides were not much better;
he was glad about that. But below him was Ash-in-
the-Air's field - Ash-in-the Air, the Chiefs nephew.
He looked at it with more and more disapproval
The barley shoots were even and thick and very green;
there were fewer stones in that field. What had
Ash-in-the-Air said or done? What had the Chief
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